SIX           IN           A           TRENCH

the Troop Commander and the G.P.O. to be shaken
by the blast. It also shook them out of their tem-
porary stupor, and they raced for the protection of
the cellar. Before proceeding more than ten yards
the second dive caught them. Bombs burst behind
and in front of them. They flung themselves face
downwards, clawing at the earth, trying to embed
themselves into it. And every now and then the
ground, shaken by the explosions, seemed to rise and
smite them in the face.

Within the slit trench the six men also instinctively
endeavoured to press themselves deeper into the earth.
None dared raise a head to see what was happening
outside. They crouched together, quivering, each
fighting in his own way against the panic swelling in
his heart. There was every excuse for them. The
start of the attack had been nerve-shattering enough.
But now the nine Stukas had got into their stride.
They were diving automatically, one on top of the
other, cutting the air into ribbons with their fiendish
screech. Long before one had finished another began,
then another. The whole universe seemed to be
shredded into a tangle of terror-raising screams,
against which the actual detonation of the falling
bombs appeared a negligible trifle.

The occupants of the trench could not be expected
to know in this, the first few seconds of their first
experience, that those menacing screams, in them-
selves, had as much power to harm them as the shrill
whistles of the expresses flying through Clapham
Junction on a wet, misty morning. They Could not
be expected to know that the terror of dive-bombing
is largely the terror of the Unknown, and that it
cannot be successfully instilled into the same indi-
vidual twice. As for the other illusion, that the Stuka
has singled out YOU personally for attack, that you
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